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INTRODUCTION 


Jean Jones has refreshed himself at the same dark 
spring from which Edgar Allen Poe and H.P. Lovecraft drank, 
and Robert Graves as well. He has seen Cerridwen rise with 
the moon and her white face become one with it. He 1s a poet 
who knows the meaning of the jackdaw's flight, and, like 
Christopher Smart, that the Devil "can make the shadow 
thicker by candlelight by reason of his powr over malignant 
fire." The poems are of an old tradition in which symbolic 
action, oblique and fleeting, reaches more deeply than the 
mirrored surfaces in which we each recognize ourselves. His 
Invocations call forth the mysteries, and the mysteries stand, 
close and consuming. 


-Howard McCord 
Bowling Green State University 


"And the woman was arrayed in purple and 
scarlet colour, and decked with precious stones... 
And upon her forehead was a name written, 
MYSTERY, BABYLON THE GREAT, 
THE MOTHER OF HARLOTS " 
-Chapter 17, Revelation 


"A true poem is necessarily an invocation of 
the White Goddess, or Muse, 
the MOTHER OF ALL LIVING.... 
the female spider or queen-bee 
whose embrace is death." 
-Robert Graves 


Mystery I 


In Revelation, you are revealed as MYSTERY, 
about to be consumed by fire, 

yet John 

“wondered with great admiration" 

at your "purple and scarlet." 

Why” 

Because He, like all men, like myself, 
wanted you, and He hated himself for it, 
his loins urging him to join you, 

and be one with you 1n your belly, 

where all life begins, 

where each man wants to go back to, 

yet cannot, except for brief periods of time, 
You, whose womb will never be denied, 
You, who control us like puppets, 

You whom I served once before as Captain 
when you were Queen in Egypt, 

when you picked men like myself 

to bear your standard and lust, 

You who gave me a captive to call my own 
for my allegiances and whom you made me undress 
in front of you 

for your pleasure, 

I remember. 


Mystery II 


Since I was young 

I have worshipped you, 

grabbing between my legs 

to discover your touch. 

I ran to you 

to escape, 

to forget a father who sank his ego into a motel in Maryland 
to see it turn into a parking lot when he left, 

who now exists as a Fisher King, groaning in his litter, 
and my mother, jealous because no love was shown to her, 
who could not receive my father's seed 

so she locked herself away 

in a tower in her room, 

teaching me to hate all women 

which I did 

until I met you 

in my dreams, 

at night 

showing me where to put my hands 

to touch you... 


Mystery III 


When I speak, each woman listens, 

for an ocean inside her rumbles 

She knows what she does 

for I am in control, 

buried past the Eve stage who is married to her man, 
past the Demeter stage who demands children, 
I instead, am the Goddess Aphrodite, 

QUEEN OF THE HARLOTS, 

and I demand everything, 

every little thing you can put 

inside your mouth.. 


Mystery IV (for Jean) 


I who was born in ocean, 

demand your presence there 

so you can feel me 

where the water pounds the sand, 

where a young boy running half-naked in the sand 
throws his shirt into the sea as an offering, 

there, past the salt air, in the parked convertible 
you will find me, 

where he has entered, leaving his scent, 

where she cries like she has never cried before, 
where his panting and her nails bring me on this earth 
like you have never known, 

I, Queen of the warmth inside each person's body, 
can only be found when reason has departed, 
when reptiles crawl inside, 

I will be found 

when only release 

can stop 

the pain... 


Mystery V_ (for Candy) 


The light covers your face 

the light of surrender, 

your face God-like, 

and I know your words are only words 

and that your hair is just black, 

but somewhere, behind those eyes, 

I feel you, swimming with MYSTERY, 

you who enjoys laying on a bed for no reason 
except to listen to music, 

you who talk of the Nile while playing a white piano, 
your voice serene as Kore the maiden about the dying 
king 

who rules this country 1n the disguise of money, 
where garbage grows faster than trees, 

and the only thing emptier than the life here 

is the attempt people here make it full of meaning: 
Fast cars, television preachers, and land: 

You tell me that to live 1s to feel: 

I say, No. 

To live is to let go, 

to jump into the ocean and swim, 

to be with Aphrodite in the waves 

but I can see Kore and Eve immediately behind 
those thoughts of yours, and soon I think, 

when they leave, you will know... 

you will know what to do. 


The Lovers 


It's true. I do want to die, 

but not alone anymore... 

Instead, I want to die 

inside your arms 

every night 

and be with you, | 
covered in streams of red and brown grass. 
Everyone I know 

dreams of things they cannot touch. | 
I dream of you: 

Sister Lover Mother Friend 

for inside you 

I am an exile from Switzerland, 

a deserter from the German Army, 

a cheating lover, | 

and it doesn't matter. 

What matters is that you are back 
and I've never been lost 

I've never been lost.... 


Osiris's Speech (for Candy) 


"We must be prepared to surrender. Our hearts do not 
know this yet.” -Thoth 


Under the white throat of desire 

in your singing trees 

like the milk-sap 

of your honey, 

this whisper-throated touch of your lips, 
this music of yours ... 

It is what I make of you, 
black-haired imp, 

white-hot angel of desire, 
honey-sweetened angel of death, 

it is you 

in this disguise of this living woman, 
this priestess who cannot 

and will not know. 

I seek you always, 

inside your white-throated arms, 
your teeth tearing at my throat. 


The Temptation (jor Lee E. Tia) 


And what is that? Not allowed to eat what fruit? 

You say that if you even touch the tree God says you will 
die? 

Why? 

It is forbidden you say. Why? Is the Creator the owner? 

Is He your Guardian? Why should you be afraid? Because 
you haven't eaten. Yet. 

What fruit of experience have you tasted that was the most 

bittersweet ofall? Tell me. 

It may be that no garden 1s better than this... 

It may be that God will not punish you, 

It may be that you shall live forever as a result, 

but...what we are, we shall. 

Do what you want. 

"T shall eat then because I want to." 

So be it, my Queen. You shall reap as you sow. 

Amen. 


The poems are of an old tradition in which symbolic 
action, oblique and fleeting, reaches more deeply 
than the mirrored surfaces in which we recognize 
ourselves. His Invocations call forth the mysteries, 
and the mysteries stand, close and consuming. 


; -Howard McCord 
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